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be Ludovick's Spanish wine from Malaga, and
Fll drink confusion to this doctor! "

"Amen, with all my heart," said Mariota,
laughing. " Yea, my Lord President of the
Court of Session, I shall lodge an accusation,
like as not, against this doctor, for attempted
poisoning of Ludovick. No doubt the mounte-
bank will plead * not guilty *; but an? I be
jury I promise you there shall be little doubt
upon the verdict! "

Lord Marbrack looked at her questioningly.
" Ye dinna ken the doctor," he said, " and
wummanlike ye damn him at a venture."

" Assuredly," said Mariota calmly; " I need
not see him. I know these men of science; a
solemn face, a croaking voice, a rusty beard,
and a fulsome manner. He will talk Latin all
the day ; but he must prate to himself alone,
unless I call old Crackenthorpe to bandy words
with him. He will be the sixth physician
Ludovick has brought here. They are all as
one; all elderly, opinionated, most contentious
and irascible; and all misliking me ! "

" Commend me to a wumman for a guid
hater," said Lord Marbrack.

Mariota laughed; and she was still smiling
when she looked out of the window to wave
farewell to her distinguished kinsman, as he
rode away on a heavy Flemish mare attended
by a retinue of servants.

He was soon lost to sight; but Lady Rusco
loitered by the window, looking out on the